One hit on the nail to sink it 


Rudy drank cough syrup, and that kept him on the margins of the average modern-day social 
group. It’s hard to spend casual energy around people with addiction but the Quakers whom he 
knew at the time were open to him sleeping in the basement of the meeting house, a makeshift 
apartment with a full kitchen, half a library, and a playroom for the kids. There was mold down 
there and no windows. One Sunday a month the congregation hosted a lunch after meeting for 
worship, where we’d all eat vegetarian meals. We told anti-jokes, watched obscure youtube 
videos, and played kickball. I remember being in that basement and thinking, “Rudy lives down 
here.” Like I was playing in his bedroom. 


He was a handsome man with a sharp jaw and curly hair. My dad knew him from high school, 
probably where he started drinking, like a lot of folks struggling with alcoholism. My parents did 
what they could to support him, like giving him temporary work at the nursery. A good wage at 
$8/hour. Meaningful work, too. Planting young perennial plugs in gallon pots, fertilizing and 
placing them under drip irrigation lines. I started doing that work when I was 5 years old. I did 
my fair share of unpaid labor just like Rudy. Addiction is unpaid labor of the brain and body. 
There’s no amount of dollar compensation for recovery, just the sweet release of attachment, 
which isn’t worth much in a capital-driven life. 


Rudy was kind, although fidgety, and was probably usually thinking about the next time he could 
get a drink. I don’t blame him and it certainly wasn’t his fault, but these are the traits by which I 
remember him. That’s unfair for someone going through such a difficult time with little support. 
Perhaps the Quakers weren’t effective in their support action (most of the time their deliberations 
were too abstract and academic and in effect, futile in helping a person’s physical needs. Too 
many cooks, eh?) I don’t blame the Quakers for Rudy’s sickness, but I recognize the echo 
chamber in which they exist. 


Rudy got married after a bout with sobriety. He got married in a catholic church. This was the 
first wedding I remember going to. I didn’t remember anything spectacular about it, maybe 
because I didn’t know anything about the feelings of true love and its invisible glow. Maybe 
Rudy and his wife were in love, but it didn’t last long. They had a cookout not long after the 
wedding, and I ate too many hot dogs and potato chips and threw up later that night. That was 
the first time I ever watched Karate Kid 2, one hit on the nail to sink it. 


Rudy moved around from temporary house to temporary street living, said some nasty things to 
my parents at their own house, and eventually was hospitalized with pancreatic cancer, most 
likely from substance abuse. Rudy died in 2019. My dad got to visit him before he passed. The 
internet says he was surrounded by friends and family. His bedroom at the meeting house is no 


longer standing, as the building went through renovations around 2018. The new meeting house 
has fantastic natural light and there’s no mold. 


